36                JOHN 'HENRI NEWMAN
Her memory told her that he once was kind,
Ere the monk's cowl ha.d changed his gentler &1*
But now of late his holy call had thrown
A haughty coldness o'er him not his own.
Yet still she paid him reverence, tho' no more
She told her bosom secrets as before.
True he was stern, but they who knew him best"-*
Said fast and penance steeled that holy breast J
She knew him harsh avenge Heaven's injured I*1
But deemed superior sanctity the cause;
She knew him oft mysterious, wild and stran£fe*
But hoped that heavenly converse wrought tlio '
This was in February 1819.    In the summei" absence of his friend Bowden, the Dean—Mr. treated Newman with the familiar kindness of an-—took him to Professor Buckland's Lectures *>* that time a new and interesting science, but in **•* serving the interest of  candidates  for  a first* examination schools.    But in the Long Vacation began to read hard for the honours of his final He did a great deal of work, nor did a second stu < in which he then indulged himself, take him a.'V* classics.    He writes to Bowden in October 1819
What books had" we better read this timo ? on Sophocles and JEschylus. We are to begin 1 out let or hindrance,—on, on, like the Desk**' mysterious boat, till we arrive at the ocean of gi*(
He adds :
You must excuse my talking on book subject s been stationary all the vacation, I have no other*' upon ; and Herodotus, Thucydides, and Gibbon 11 me nearly from morning to night. A second } >• last historian has raised him in my scale of mer: his faults, his want of simplicity, his affectation n tony, few can be put in comparison with him, ai i when I reflect on his happy choice of expressionK compression of ideas, and the life and signifies* i word, I am prompted indignantly to exclaim thu left for historians of an after day. Oh, who succeed our Gibbon ? JZxoriare aliquis \ and better man 1
1 TJialala.i.iii* i jM*H will an uh*a «if th<* tfi* «»!»» e^ 1 11 ih« jn<; m 4
